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A TOPSY-TURVY WORLD 


In the old days the courts of Europe were the 
stage where the whole political and human 
drama of the country was enacted. 

The conscious nether world revelled in envious 
awe as it got glimpses of those distant spheres 
of Royalty, and gloried as it found their demi- 


godded denizens frail. 


Under Louis XV. the court of France became 
dressing-room, littered 
with the bandboxes and rouge-pots of the royal 
mistresses, and the monarchy of old France 
made its final exit from the stage leaning on the 
arm of a courtesan, Mademoiselle Lange, as she 
in the underworld of Paris—but 
read the whole story, as she tells it herself, with 
all the naiveté of a moral sister to Manon 


an ante-chamber, or 


was known 


Lescaut in 


SECRET HISTOR 





EDITION DES 


An Unprecedented Bargain 


Titles of The Eleven Sumptuous Volumes and 
A Partial List of Historical Characters 


Vol. I.—Memoirs and Confessions of 
Comtesse Du Barry, With Intimate 
Details of Her Entire Career as 
Favorite of Louis XV. 

{ean Jacques Rousseau—Voltaire—Maréchal 

Je Richelieu—Czar Peter of Russia—Duc De 

The Rohans. 


Choiseul 


Vols. Il, 111, [V.—Memoirs of the Court 
of Louis XIV. and the Regency. 


By the DUC DE SAINT SIMON 


Cardinal Richelieu—Madame De Maintenon 
Ninon De L'Enclos—La Valliere— Madame 
De Montespan—Abbe Fénelon. 


Vol. V.—-Secret Memoirs of the Royal 
Family of France. 
By PRINCESS LAMBALLI 
Friend and Confidant of Queen Marie Antoin- 
elle 
La Fayette—Robespierre 


Maria Theresa 
Necker—Pope Pius VI. 


Madame Campan 


Vols. VI, VII, VIII.—Memoirs of Napo- 
leon, as Soldier, Emperor, Husband 
By MADAME JUNOT 
— »sephine—Fouché— Marshal Murat 
alleyrand — Queen Hortense — Emperor 
Alexander. 


Vol. [IX.—Secret Memoirs of the Court 
of Berlin. 
By COMTE DE MIRABEAU 
Frederick the Great—Empress Catherine II. 


The Duke of Brunswick—Mademoisell 
Voss—Goertz—Prince Potemkin. 


Vols. X, XI.—Memoirs of the Courts of 
Charles L.’!and Charles II., and the 
Protectorate. 

The Diary of JOHN EVELYN 
Oliver Cromwell—Nell Gwynn—Duchess of 
Portsmouth— Duke of Marlborough—Colonel 
Blood—Prince Rupert. 


Practically Your Own Terms— Within Reason 


Only $1.00 Now and Coupon 


to secure one of these matchless sets at a discount of over 70% from 
the regular price and payments of only $1.50 (or more) monthly. 





BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 


to be shipped charges prepaid. 
receipt. 


Name... 


Occupation 





of $1.50 (or more) per month following receipt of books. 
ask for instructions for their return, at your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their 


Address ‘ és es sues 


J. 4-29 


449 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 
Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 11 volume set of “Secret Histories of Royalty,” 
I agree to remit the full special price, $16.00 at the rate 


Otherwise I will within five days 


State 











IES OF ROYALTY 


AMBASSADEURS 


Royalty in Undress 


Only in our own day, so to speak, have these secret histories been allowed to 
appear. The anecdotes set down in their journals by the authors of these 
memoirs would have cost them their lives or their liberty had they ventured to 
publish them in their own day. Had Louis XIV. known what kept the busy- 
body Duke so often in his study—could he have read those pages in which 
were mirrored all the court intrigue, gossip and scandal of Versailles—could he 
have seen his brilliant court stripped therein of its gilding and tinsel, and his 
own royal person pictured in undress, without his crown, even without his wig 
there would have been a new lodger in the Bastile. 
These brilliant memoirs are without their equal in the world in richness, variety 
and human interest. The press abounds with allusions to them. From them 
the stage takes its plots and the novelist his characters. To know them isa 
liberal education. 


Volumes That Sparkle With Life— 


A life that transcends the imagination of a workaday world—the extravagant, 
luxurious life of courts, the life of camps amid all the pomp and circumstance 
of war—even the gay life of the Parc-Aux-Serfs—all told in stories as comic, 
tragic, mean, strange as any ever told in the pages of fiction—stories tingling 
with the electric currents of unbridled passions, stories of men and women 
whose names are written large in the pages of history. 


Blood Does Tell 


To these secret histories of kings, queens, courtiers and favorites, whose spec- 
tacular lives colored the national traditions of the old world with their glory 
and with their shame, posterity owes more substantial acknowledgments than 
its affected biush fully expresses or hides. This tinsel land was not peopled 
with soft-handed incompetents by any means. Even Louis XV. was at Fon- 
tenoy. And they were game—the old noblesse. ‘‘ Blood will tell." Who that 
reads these candid narratives can ever forget the picture of those wan effigies 
of the semblance of autocratic power—those ghosts of stateliness, of elegance, 
of pride, of frivolity, of beauty—as they responded, almost gaily, with quip 
and jest, to the call of the executioner! Only one faltered! Only one begged 
for more time!—The “‘left-hand Queen,” the woman of peasant birth. Blood 
does tell. 


Less than 200 Sets—Made For A 


Foreign Market—Now Available 
As They’Ill Go Fast, Mail Coupon Today—In Time 


The 11 volumes are sumptuous Royal 8vo size (each one 614x094 inches) bound in Royal Purple 
French Crepe Grain Cloth, with Gold Tops, Silk Head-bands and Deckle Edges—the style m- 
sisted upon by every book connoisseur. The Illustrations on Imperial Japan Vellum, the Lay 
Clear Type and Wide Margins are other attractive features. The very appearancesof the boo®s 
suggests the romantic and dramatic character af their contents. 
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LIEVES IN PREPAREDNESS 








The One-Man System 

INDLY DISPOSED persons who are 
interested in the prevention of eternal 
consequences should take note of the fact 
that our most prized in- 
stitution, the family, 
has gone far enough in 
its exploitation of fa- 
ther’s earning ability. 
Only within the last 
; half century or so has 
it been the practice for 
‘ = == = one lone member of the 
ee ed a family to grab enough 
of the world’s goods to support all the others 
in idleness and social hilarity. It hasn’t 
been long since mother and the boys regu- 
larly took a hand in the getting, and occa- 

sionally even the girls helped out a little. 

Attention is also called to the fact that the 
one-man system of support is only an 
experiment. It is subject to change without 
notice, and without quarter. Honest, 
simple-minded folk, and all others are warned 
that there will doubtless be a little weeping 
and wailing and gnashing of teeth when the 
break comes. If we don’t take care, there 
may be considerably more than a little, and 
pessimistic philosophies and Utopian dreams 
may have to be resorted to. 

Some of the more excitable friends of 
man say that it is high time that our sons 
and daughters be provided with something 
other than advantages, and that they be 
taught to expect something besides allow- 


ances and patrimonies. Alarmists are 
foreseeing all sorts of dire conditions—a race 
of spineless dependents, trying to. collect 


the living that some fool has said the world 
owes them not being the least of such condi 
tions. Although it will not be so bad as 
that, we may with propriety start a modest 
preparation by making it a felony for par- 
ents to provide their children with nothing 
but advantages. We may thus in some 
measure alleviate the misery of to-morrow. 








T O R I 


Extra-Judicial Comment 
XPERT geographers have already lo- 
cated the spot where Villa will be 
captured. It is in the Immediate Future 
next hacienda to the Sweet By and By. 
# 

Congressmen who support the literacy 
test craftily sidestep unconstitutionality. 
No cruel or unusual punishment is proposed 

the immigrant will not have toread the 
Congressional Record. 

s 

Americans, they say, 
joint debates—but we paid $ 
sure that Mr. Willard’s 
weightier than Mr. Moran’s. 

# 
Ford says his candidacy for 
so he’s neither a crank 


no longer care for 
150,000 to be 
arguments are 


Henry 
President is a joke 
nor a self-starter. 
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The Country Boy 

E READ much of the superiority of the 

country boy over the city boy. We 

have been trained to believe that the youth 

who has been brought up in the environs of 

the farm is stronger, more self-reliant, 

healthier, and in all ways ahead of his city 

cousin. This is an accepted axiom, handed 

down from the days of Horatio Alger and 
Oliver Optic. 

It is a curious thing, therefore, that all 
country boys, when they reach man’s estate 

this from the standpoint of a reader of 
current literature—become that most de- 
spised creature, a “Rube.’’ Where is his 
environment? What has become of that 
sturdy strength which was gained in the 
pursuit of honest toil and escaped livestock? 
Where is that beautiful outlook on life which 
he had when he wandered about barefoot, 
fishing, swimming, doing chores on the very 
bosom of Mother Nature? Gone, 
writers would have us believe, with the 
acquisition of a set of chin-whiskers and a 
nasal drawl. 

The city boy invariably 
country boy during the period of adoles 
cence. The ruralite can outrun, out-wrestle, 
out-anything-you-choose his more effete con 
temporary at any time. But in manhood, 
the country boy, unless he has gone to the 
city and wrested a fortune from hard 
streets, settles into the innocuous desuet ude 
of a low-comedian. He is either a bumpkin, 
a cracker-barrel politician, or a stern, hard 
hearted parent. Occasionally he is mort- 
gaged; on such sad occasions, the son 
returns—from the city, mark you—and 
saves the day. So it would appear that the 
beneficial effects of the country disappear 
after boyhood, and that the city is, after 
all, the only place where one becomes worth 
while. 

Either the country what it is 
cracked up to be or literature has basely 
deceived. 
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THE COMIC KNIGHT; OR, THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN JOKE 


Saying funny things to simple rustics so that they will say funny things in reply 


SLOW Ji 


LOW JIM crept into the basement of 
the brownstone house, which had been 
boarded up for the summer. As he tip- 
toed into the library, he 
heard a sound as of a man 
breathing; this sound 
drifted into a light snore. 
Jim found the electric 
light button and pressed 
it, flooding the room with 
a blinding glare of light, 
through which he saw 
the figure of a man at a 
big table. 
ordered Jim. 





“Hands up!” The man 
didn’t move. 

“Hands up, or I'll let loose on you.” 
No response. 

Jim strode over and shook him violently. 


Herbert Carter, the well known Broad- 


M , 


By CHARLES DIVINE 


way dramatist, came drifting back from a 
world of dreams and nonentity, and gazed 
at Jim astonished. 

“Must have been asleep,’’ commented 
Carter. “Sorry. Haven't had a real sleep 
in two weeks. One can’t get any rest at the 
sea shore these days. Too many mosquitoes. 
What brought you here?” 

“Nothing much,” replied Jim; “only my 
trade and this!’’ He shoved a revolver in 
Carter’s face. 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Carter. “It’s 
Providence!” 

“No, it ain’t. It’s a Smith and Wesson.’ 

Carter leaned toward Jim impulsively; 
his voice was low and vibrant: 

“Are you a real burglar?” 

“Sure. Don’t I look it?” 

“Splendid!” Carter beamed at 
joyously. ‘ You’re wonderful!” 


him 


COLLABORATOR 


“Then fork over the cash,’”’ demanded 
Jim gruffly. 

“You’re just what I need: a burglar.” 

“That’s what I was thinking, too, boss.”’ 

“You'll fit in fine with this thing I have 
in mind. You couldn’t have dropped in at 
a better time.” 

“What?” 

“Ves,” reflected Carter. “I can work you 
in all right.” He indicated a pile of freshly 
scribbled paper on his desk, at the side of 
which stood a typewriter on a stand. 

“Watcha givin’ me?’’ growled Jim, for- 
getting his manners. 

“See?” Carter stood up and emptied 
his pockets. ‘“‘Not a cent. I just came in 
from the beach to-day. Had dinner at the 
club and walked over here to work because 
I knew there wouldn’t be a soul around to 
disturb me. I expect to go back to the club 





and get a check cashed before I turn 
in to-night. And look here, if you give 
me the stuff I want, I'll send you a nice 
fat check.” - 

“First give me the stuff J want. ‘That 
watch you got on that chain there.” 

“No watch on it.” Carter whipped 
the chain from his vest and swung it 
airily about his finger. “See? Left it 
at the beach.” 

“How about silver in the house? You 
didn’t leave that on the sands, did you?” 

“In a safe deposit vault at the bank. 
The family saw to that.” 

“T’ll take a look anyway,” declared 
Jim, bringing the gun into play. “You 
get up and march through these rooms 
ahead of me on an inspection tour.” 

Carter obeyed, and when they returned 
to the library, Jim complained: 

“TI guess you ain’t such a liar after 
all. This is the dreariest crib I ever 
worked.” 

“Didn’t I tell you? Now, are you 
ready to furnish the material I want?” 


“What kind of material? Burglars’ 
tools?” 
“No. Material about crooks for a 


play [ am writing.”’ 
This time Slow Jim leaned forward, 

tense and thrilled. 

“Are you a real playwright?”’ 

“Of course, Iam. Don’t I look it?” 

“Sure. The disguise goes with me. Say, 

read in the paper to-day that you fellows 

make a thousand dollars a play sometimes.” 
“It happens quite often. And if you will 

tell me what I want to know, I may be able 

to make a thousand before morning.” 
“Whatcha want me to tell you?”’ 
“First, color, sordid 


Lol 


some local atmos- 


phere of New York 







Employment agent (getting Subbubs a cook)—Which one of you girls would like to take a day in the country ? 
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Well, miss, | can't say that I ever saw a finer fish for its size’ 


“The Subway?” 

“No, no! I mean bits of description 
about crooks and their mode of living; their 
habitat, their psychology, their methods, 
prisons and the police.” 

“T can give you more of that stuff than you 
could carry away in a patrol wagon.” 

“Really?” 

“Sure, and I’ve got local colors in other 
cities, too—Elmira, Auburn, Ossining——” 


“Fine! First tell me your name.”’ 

“Jim Brown.” 

“Ts that all?” 
pointed. 

‘James Brown, if that suits you better.’ 

“Haven’t you any picturesque pseudo- 
nym?” 

“Any what?” 

“Something like Bloody Jim, or Jim the 
Killer, or——” 

“Say, look here! I’m not a gunman. 
I’m in the legitimate. They do call me 
‘Slow Jim’ sometimes.’ 

“That won’t do. Well—we’ll have to 
get along the best we can. Now I'll tell 
you how I’ve outlined my plot, 
so you can render me assistance 
where it’s needed. There’s a 
man sitting at a desk—just as | 
was sitting here when you came 
in—and he is holding a pear! 
necklace in his hands, while he 
glances every now and then at 
a front window furtively. Un- 
derstand?” 

“Sure. Shoot!” 

“Then a burglar quietly raises 
a window back of him and steps 
out of the stormy night and in 
to the room without the man at 
the desk noticing it——” 

“Not a chance!” interrupted 
Jim emphatically. 

“Why not?” 

“The draught of air 


Carter was plainly disap- 
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would 






































give it away like that!” Jim snapped his 
fingers contemptuously. ‘‘ No sensible bur- 
glar’s going to do that.” 

“But that’s the way 
it’s got to be done in 
this play.” 

“Rotten!” 

“No, it isn’t.” 
eed } “Don’t you s’spose 
+ an, Ar . I know?” 
| 1 — | “Yes; but never 
i We 2} mind. It’s art that 
|= = counts, art that inter- 

prets life rather than 
delineating it exactly.” Carter. waved an 
eloquent, gesturing hand at the bewildered 
Jim. “If the man, as you maintain, would 
naturally fecl a rush of air from the open 
window, it is art that tells me to subordinate 
that element. You must always realize, 
Jim, that we have to act according to the 
canons of art.” 

“ Cannons?” asked Jim, surprised. 

“Yes, the canons of art.” 

“Cannons? It looks to me like carrying 
concealed weapons. It’s underhanded.” 

“Not at all. It’s part of the technique. 
Besides, Jim, the audience would never 
think of it the way you did.” 

‘Not unless you put the play on at Sing 
Sing.” 

“So,” Carter resumed his explanatory 
tone, “when the burglar steps inside tne 
room he accidentally knocks over a statue, 
the man turns quickly, and 
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A WEEK’S END 


“Wait a minute! Burglars don’t go 
around knocking statues over.” 

“But this one in the play does on this 
occasion, in order to attract the man’s at- 
tention.” 

“‘Ain’t there other ways to attract his 
attention?” 

“Yes, but not as dramatically artistic.” 

“But that ain’t true to life. Burglars 
ain’t clumsy people. They can move through 
the reception rooms of the best houses in 
town and never budge a single knick-knack, 
while your society swells would be knock- 
ing over statues, vases, and chandeliers, 
and——”’ 

“All the same, Jim, I tell you that my 
burglar is going to knock this statue over.” 

“He is not!” replied Jim, with rising 
indignation. 

“Yes, he is,’ Carter returned emphati- 
cally. 

“Then I quit!” 

“What?” 

“Yes. I quitcha cold. 1 won’t help 
write a play what—what violates the art 
like that.” 

“What art does it violate?” 

“The art of burglary.” 

“Oh, come now, Jim.” 

“Nope. I’m through,” he declared de- 
cisively and moved towards the door. “I’m 
going home.” 

“You aren’t mad, are you?”’ 

‘‘No, but I can’t work with vour ideas.”’ 

“One moment, Jim.”’ Jim halted half- 


IN THE COUNTRY 
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way to the door, and Carter inquired ear- 
nestly: ‘Did you ever commit a murder?” 

“*T should say not.” 

“That explains it.”” Carter’s tone indi- 
cated that the situation was suddenly 
clarified. 

“Explains what?” 
‘That you are not a regular criminal, not 
modernist, or you wouldn’t be a stickler 
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WANTS TO KNOW 


The modern girl—Hello! Give me “ Information,” 
please. 














AGENT ON PREMISES 


for such picayune instances of verisimili- 
tude.” 

“Look here, sir! Don’t start abusing me 
just because I won’t give up my ideals.” 

“IT didn’t intend any offence, Jim. You 
misunderstood me.” 

“All right. I accept your apology. 
Well—so long! I must be going now.” 

There was a note of finality in his voice, 
and he stepped resolutely toward the hall. 

“Wait,” shouted Carter. “I'll let you 
out the front door.” 

Carter showed his guest into the vestibule 
and held the outer door open for him. Just 
before he started down the steps, Jim 
turned about savagely: 

“And look here, if I find that you've 
stolen some of my stuff and got it produced, 
I'll hold you to account. Just because 
there was a lot of crook plays last season, 
don’t think I won’t spot it. What’s more, 
I’m going to write this play myself! Good 
night, sir!” 


Some people advertise, and others put in 


’ 
a party ’phone. 





Bess—Her fiancé is related to a dozen European royalties. 
fore they are hatched. keeps. 


Belle—She had best not count her chickens 





Lack of Preparedness 
‘6 YP, what is free speech?” 
“Free speech, my son, is 
merely saying what we please to 
fellows we know we can lick.” 


Proven 
Milly—Ninety-nine women in a 
hundred are naturally generous. 
Billy—Yes, where one woman 
will keep a secret, ninety-nine will 
give it away. 


Not Their Long Suit 
Gazzam—Cholly comes of dis 
tinguished ancestors. 
él Miss Cayenne — Distinguished, 
no doubt—but not as ancestors. 





Cock-Sure 
APPY the man whose single view 
No hesitance or doubt complexes, 
Who rears his fabric of the true 
Without annexes. 
For him no half-lights interfere 
To color or distort his vision; 
For him the prospect is as clear 
As his decision 


He never dreams another side 
Might give a very different viewpoint, 
But is convinced his feet abide 
Upon the true point. 
To him conviction comes unsought 
No haltiag-place, no inconclusion, 
No questionings or subtle thought 
To bring confusion 


Neutrality he never claims; 
His sympathies are undivided; 
Opinions, purposes and aims, 
Are all decided 
While we seek earnestly for fact, 
Fearing to lose ourselves in fic tions, 
He scorns a search that might distract 
With contradictions 


Such certitude forever his, 
He calmly settles all things mortal, 
And laughs at our per 
plexities 
With cheery chortle 
A. L. Salmon. 


If 

Marjorie—Do you 
believe in eugenics? 

Petrucia—I don’t 
know. But if I 
could once get mar- 
ried, I wouldn’t care 
what happened to 
me. 


Can Get It Free 

Borrowing trou- 
ble is unnecessary. 
Many people will be 
delighted to hand 
you their share for 





















































Sentry—Halt! Who goes there? 


MODESTY 
ODESTY is a quality mainly notice- 
able in folks who would lose by having 
attention called to themselves. 

_The modestest 
man we know has two 
or three other names 
on his waiting list, 
and there are Oh, so 
many places he can’t 
go at all. 

Greatness is char- 
acterized by a tend- 
ency to efface oneself. 
This is true of great modesty also. The 
man we know who claims the most modesty 
has one of the sorts of modesty that has 
effaced itself so utterly it must be very great 
modesty. One wouldn’t notice that man’s 
modesty at all unless one’s attention were 
called to it, as it is sure to be by the owner 
thereof. 

The gin with ankles too thick or too thin 
is modest about them. She doesn’t care 
much what color of hose she wears, and she 
keeps her skirts low. Also if her neck and 
shoulders are scrawny she thinks these one- 
more-struggle-and-I-am-free gowns are im- 
modest. In fact, she is sure of it. We have 
it on good authority that the homeliest of 
the Turkish women are the ones who man- 
age to maintain the custom of going about 
veiled to the eyes. 

Animals are not expected to be modest, 








The challenged—A friend wif doughnuts. 


and think nothing about those things, so 
they are comparatively happy. They es- 
cape modesty while they live and hell when 
they die. 

Some people are not modest about tell- 
ing of their ability, but are extremely 
modest about displaying it after they get 
the job. Their modesty vanishes again, 
temporarily, at each pay-day. 

Synonyms for modesty are: self-defense, 
timidity, laziness, hope-of-attracting-atten- 
tion-to-oneself-by-pretending-to-be-so, etc. 

We know absolutely 
nothing of modesty except 
by hearsay. 

— Strickland Gillilan. 


Sixes and Sevens 

Usually, those who talk 
the most are fitted to say 
the least. 

A New Jersey jurist re- 
fuses to naturalize an ap- 
plicant who said that if war 
broke out, he’d fight “‘like 
hell.”’ Jersey Justice! But 
what would you? General 
Sherman did not define the 
punitive expedition. 

Politicians forgive their 
enemies—and you wonder 
which undertaker got the 
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Sentry—Pass friend—halt doughnuts! 


of Congress, if they don’t watch out, 
will render themselves ineligible for re-elec- 
tion either to Parliament or the Reichstag. 


A Post Graduate 
Rose—May is taking painting lessons. 
Marie—At a studio? 

Rose—No; in a beauty shop. 


Some Men 
Some men loaf around the Hotel of Life 
expecting Prosperity to page them. 
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job. Gladys—Has he a long line of ancestors? 


Some of our members 


Celeste—Remarkably long, and extremely thick! 
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MARKOWITZ AND HENRY DISCUSS THE DOMESTIC PUZZLE 


By LO 


“CYOIVANT goils ain’t a problem, they’re a puzzle,”’ remarked 
Max Markowitz, the skirt manufacturer, to Henry Shapiro, his 
bookkeeper and brother-in-law, as they were about to go home, one 
Thursday night. “‘If you treat them 
so good like a mother-in-law before 
the wedding, they get stuck up, want 
wages like the sky, and fly away. If 
you treat them the other way, they 
go way, anyway. Soa missus is like 
between. two fires! And even if one 
in a thousand goils stays on one 
place for a year, there comes around 
a fresh milkman or a conductor with 
a new uniform and gives them a 
steady job without a missus. There’s 
no use in talking, Henry, even the woist goils are like the best 
designers, you can’t keep them more than a season.”’ 
“Then don’t keep them,” suggested Henry. ‘Get other goils!” 
“*Get other goils?”” mockingly repeated Markowitz. ‘ You think 
it is so easy like getting lots on Long Island, thirty 
minutes from New York by telephone? I'd like to see 
you get a goil now! There ain’t none in stock. Every 
time a lady goes down by Battery Park and sees the 
ocean, tears run down her cheeks just like by the mov 
ing pictures, thinking of them happy days when a ship 
ment of kitchen queens would come in from Europe 
every minute. My Minnie has been running around 
trying to get a new shikse since last Friday, because 
Mary our Polish goil had a fight about the Kaiser’s 
mustache with Matilda, the cook, and went away with- 
out finishing the dishes. But you might so well try to 
find an actor what ain’t took a picture in his life! You 
know how tired Minnie is? She wouldn’t even go yes- 
terday to Mrs. Gartenberg’s whist, where everybody is 
sure to get a prize, even it is only a cup and sausa. She 
is so cranky like a creditors’ meeting and cried this 
morning until 1 promised her that I would go to an 
Intelligence Office on Sixth Avenue, and get her a goil. 
Say, Henry, why do they call it an Intelligence Office?” 
“How should I know?” questioned Henry. ‘What 
do you think I am, a school teacher?” 
“T think they call it an Intelligence Office,’’ said 
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“Nu, don’t they?” interrupted Henry. 

“You're talking like a loafer and not like a bookkeeper,” angrily 
retorted Markowitz. “If you was a missus and could answer all 
the questions they ask you by the Intelligence Office, you wouldn’t 
be a bookkeeper by skoits but a President from Columbia College. 
You got to know a dozen languages, be a diplomat like Bismarck, a 
census reporter, a foist class architect and a fortune teller. They 
don’t talk about the price, they know they'll get how much they 
want; but they ask you how many children and rooms, what 
sizes and what kinds. How much help you already got and from 
what country. Altogether there was only four goils in the whole 
office, but there was eleven weiber and two husbands like myself, 
taking the examination. When it was my next, the foist goil asked 
me, if we stay out nights and if we got a private telephone. She 
wouldn’t come because our telephone was from the apartment house. 
The second one asked me if we stay out Wednesday nights; she was 
much kinder. I thought I had her already, because she must want 
her feller up the house that night, so I promised we go out every Wed- 
nesday night; but then I couldn’t say for sure the size of the looking- 





Penny Rarle 


Markowitz, “because every goil in there thinks she _{ Suburbanite—Are you in favor of abolishing capital punishment? 


knows more than the missus, and”’ . Farmer 


No, Siree! if it was good enough for my forefathers, it’s good enough for me 
































THE HOUSE THAT JACK BUILT 


glass, and the color of the wall paper in her room so she toined up her 
nose and wouldn’t talk tome. The next goil asked me if we got a lot 
of visitors. So I was happy, and said maze/ fov to myself. Here, I 
get one! I told her about Louis Marcus and Harry Grossman, and 
the Aibetzer chorus, how they come around steady to play pinocle, 
drink tea and smoke, but that settled it! She said she wouldn’t go, 
if she got a thousand dollars a month to a place where they played 
pinocle. There was too much ashes on the rug. I tell you, Henry, 
I would much better talk to a million cut-throat buyers, then to one 
of them fresh goils from the Intelligence Office.”’ 

“And what become of the fourth goil?”’ inquired Henry. 

“She wanted to know if Minnic had red hair, and who was our 
cook,” replied Markowitz. ‘She was an English goil, and looked 
tistied when I told her what a brunette Minnie was; when I told 
her Matilda’s name, she said she would go on the condition that we 
fire the cook. Dos alles’ Som ashamed to go home to Minnie 
now without a goil.”’ 

“Why not call up Edison on his tele 
phone, and ask him to make you an electri 
soivant goil?”’ suggested Henry, jestiugly. 

‘You think it is such a bad idee?” 
Markowitz. “On everything they got 
improvements! On the hands, a tele 
feet, an otomobile; on 
chickens, an incomebaiter. 
chicken don’t have to sit so much, a lady 
don’t have to walk so much and a French- 
man don’t have to talk so much. But by 
soivant goils it is just the same like thou- 
The only difference 


said 


phone; on the 
So that now a 


sands of years ago. 
s that Abraham and Sarah gave Hagar,the 
foist soivant goil in the woild, the sack, and 
she went away in the wilderness crying like 
Now, the missus cries! I would 
like to see any missus send her goil away! If 
they would and the goil would go crying with 
a bundle on Lenox Avenue, there would bea 


anything. 


hundred ladies running after her, offering 
her wages like to a big baseball player, with 


I don’t 


. Sunday golfer 
boithday presents every month 


to husband 


blame them; you got to have a goil in the house; you can’t get 
along without them.” 

““Got to have goils!”’ exclaimed Henry. ‘“ Believe me, Max, many 
a house would be a hundred times better off without soivant goils! 
What do you think would happen without so many soivants? The 
noivous doctors would have to sell their otomobiles, poor little 
doggies would run around without kisses, and the smell of pork and 
beans and gefulte fish would be hoid all over Riverside Drive. Swell 
apartments would become homes; homes would have mothers; 
mothers would have children; children would have fathers and fa- 
thers would know what they were eating without an intoipreter! 
Many soivant goils would have homes of their own and” 

“‘Say, Henry Shapiro, ain’t you got a home of your own?” 
tically cried Jim, the elevator boy, who had been waiting to take 
Markowitz and Henry downstairs. ‘‘This is the last trip!” And 
the servant girl problem still remains a domestic puzzle. 


Sarcas- 





Don’t you think it would be much nicer, John, to at least park 
the car over in front of the church ? 




















AM seated in the cowshed, for my energetic spouse, with her 
] mops and such appliances, is busy cleaning house. 

I’m a melancholy exile, till her grewsome task is done; I 
am seated in the cowshed—other refuge have I none. Oh, the 
annual house-cleaning—who invented such a scheme? There are 
soapsuds in the parlor and the hall is full of steam; there are pools 
of liquid water scattered over all the floors, and the womenfolk are 
scrubbing all the windows and the doors. 

When the soapfest isn’t going, I’ve some standing in my home; 
I’m as bossy and important as a senator of Rome, and the women 
pay attention to the pregnant things I say, and I seem the fount of 
wisdom when my larynx isin play. In my little stucco mansion I’m 
the giver of the laws, I’m expounder of the statutes, just as Colonel 
Moses was. 

But when spring again is with us, after winter’s three-months’ 
souse, and the womenfolk get busy at their cleaning of the house 
I, the legal lord and master, much resemble twenty cents, and this 
needs no explanation to the mob of married gents. I am banished 
from the parlor, I am exiled from my den, till they’re done with suds 
and water I can’t use the house again. 

I am seated in the cowshed, eating cold and clammy beans, and 
I’m sighing for my slippers and my pipe and magazines. And the 
cow is looking at me, as she chews the wholesome hay; being dumb, 
she cannot prattle, but her actions seem to say, ‘‘Oh, such language 
as you’re using every moral critter scorns, and your pyrotechnic 
cusswords give me fantods in my horns!” 

SENTIMENTALITY 
ENTIMENTALITY isa kind of artificial coloring matter. Just 
asa plateful of pink (grade E skimmed milk, chemically flavored) 
passes for strawberry, so a magazineful of pink (same formula) 
passes for romance. Without this adventitious glamour many of the 
sugary concoctions now served up to the public would seem as flat 
as stale toothpaste. 

Some people find this tinge very convenient. To them it makes 
the most drab things seem tolerable. ‘‘We’d rather not know what 
this really is,” they say, “‘for if we did, we mightn’t like it as well. 
Besides, there are enough unpleasant things in this world, without 
our needing to add to them by analyzing something we enjoy.” 

And so, thinking the thoughts they like to think, they batten on 
coal tar and cochineal. 

But some of us would like to know what goes into our physical 
and mental stomachs. We wish that the pure food experts who 
censor the advertisements in many of the popular magazines might 
be given a chance at the fiction. Lawton Mackall. 





BIG TOWN GOSSIP 
Ss ts ERE IS one thing I never have been able to believe, and that 
is that men really get money for “managing” prize-fighters. 

Styles in short stories change about as fast as anything. A 
few years ago, when the O. Henry abbreviated style of story was 
in demand, one could read a yarn all the way through before getting 
home on the streetcar. But now a short story will last one almost 
a week on trips to and from the office. 

What has become of the old-fashioned woman who used to clean 
her gloves with benzine just before going to a concert? 

The spirit of economy is really strong in a woman when she will 
take a $6,000 limousine downtown in a snowstorm in order to buy 
ten cents’ worth of parsnips and save two cents thereon. 

The inventor of the automobile tire was evidently indulging in 
humor of the broadest sort when he shaped the thing like a life 
preserver. 

Thirty years ago such a subject as The Psychology of Salesman- 
ship was unheard of. Yet a good many store owners managed to 
make enough sales so they could retire on comfortable fortunes. 

Every newspaper headline writer should be dignified with the 
title of Professor. They are the real educators of the Big Town 
public. 

The crusade for the revival of the market-basket style of shop- 
ping was not altogether the most futile thing ever started. There 
were one or two crusades more futile, but just at this time I cannot 
remember what they were. 

The man who got up the idea of drawing border lines bet ween 
countries certainly did a lot for the institution of war. 

Big Town children will be glad when the airship era comes. 
They can return to their playground in the street, with the auto- 
mobile and the streetcar both in the discard. 

If one wants to while away an hour or two in the Big ‘Town, let 
him hunt for a mail box. -Arthur Chapman. 


The Same Result 
Haman set the first altitude record. It was only fifty cubits, 
but the result was about the same, as far as he was concerned 
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STARTLING DEVELOPMENTS 


Amateur photographer —O-o-h, dad! don’t let that light in here ! 
ou'll spoil everything ! 
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| Another Moving Idyl 
HE spring was in his blood. 


It stirred 


old 


instincts, and 


filled him with a great unrest. 
The spring was in her blood. 
It filled her with a great unrest, 
and stirred old instincts. 


The spring was in the 


air. 


Marvelously, they knew they were agreed. 


His eyes shone. 
Her eyes shone 
The spring sun shone 


They sat together, on a chance park bench. 
He rested, wriggling uneasily. 
She wriggled uneasily, resting. 


“ Frederick,” 


any worse off than we are 
he agreed, “we 


“No, Marjorie,” 


she breathed, “we can’t be 


can’t 


be any worse off than we are.’ 
The words were inanity itself, but fraught 
with more than ordinary meaning 


“And I’m O! 
jorie. 


so tired!”’ declared 


Mar- 


“O! so am I tired,” Frederick returned. 
The sunlight, warm and lazy and won- 


derful on the ancient 
matter for them 
**Let’s 
“Take 
“That 
* Parkview 
“ Bungalow,” 


” began Marjorie. 
Frederick broke in. 
went on Marjorie. 

” Frederick supplied. 

finished Marjorie. 


bench, decided the 


And that was all there was to it, because 
even the park policeman could see that they 
had been married as much as a year. 

Charles C. 
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A Losing Game 
667 SHE average man fifty years 
of age,”’ didactically be- 
gan Professor Pate, “has eaten 
16,000 pounds of meat, 17,000 
pounds of bread, and 4,600 
pounds of vegetable, drunk 7,000 
gallons of liquid 
“And after going to all that 
expense and trouble,” spoke up 
the Old Codger, “he has been 
unable to build up a structure 
that has anything like the un- 
qualified indorsement of his 
friends and neighbors.” 


Epitaph of the Season 
At rest he lies upon his bier; 
He shed his winter duds, alack! 
In calculating Spring was here 
He figured by the Almanac 


He Wasn't First 
She (just kissed by him) 
How dare you? Papa said he 
the first man who kissed me. 
He How interesting. And did he do it? 


would kill 


All Right 

“Bertie stole my motor boat, went off 
at nine this morning and we haven't seen 
him since.” 

“Girl with him?” 

“Te 

“Then it’s all right. Thought 
the motor boat had broken down.” 


maybe 
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A MISNOMER 


“Yes, ma‘am, I've had the lumbager terrible bad. 
right in the small o' the back!” 


Ketches me 


What a Tourist Heard 
A TOURIST in Ireland came upon a 
couple of men “in holts”’ rolling on the 

road. The man on top was pummeling 
the other within an inch of his life. The 
traveler looked on for a moment in silence 
and then intervened. 

“T say, it’s an infernal shame to strike a 
man when he’s down.” 

“Faith, if yez knew all the throuble I had 
gettin’ him down, yez wouldn’t be talkin’ 
like that,”’ came the intermittent reply. 


Lines 
To a Portrait of a Lady on a Hotel Wall 
| ADY with the dark brown eyes 
And the aureole of tresses, 


Looking sweet and worldly-wise 

In the daintiest of dresses, 
You're a stranger, dear, to me; 

I know not your name nor station, 
Looking down so pleasantly 

From your present elevation. 


Are you just a picture girl, 

And this teasing tress again a 
Painted, ordinary curl, 

And your eyes but burnt sienna? 
\re your shoulders pink and white 
| White and pink and never moving? 
| Did your brown eyes never light 
With the gentle light of loving? 


No, I cannot think you so, 
Think you just a painted creature, 
Witb a brow of painted snow, 
Painted smile, and painted feature. 
I believe some artist heart 
In some lonely moment knew you 
| With the artist’s ardent art, 
He could not win you—so he drew 
you! Douglas Malloch. 
Often the Case 
“Duty calls, Madame!” 
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“Ah! Just say that I am out.” 
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“THE LAND OF MAKE-BELIEVE ' 


DONT’S FOR THE THEATRE 

HE DON’T is never out of fashion. Here comes along an 

actor who seems to think he is going to refine his audience 

a whole lot by telling it what not todo. Well, anyway, it’s 

a new idea to most of us that actors should take any special! interest 

in their audiences, except of course when negative numerically. 

The average audience must be rather a stale affair to the real 
bright actor. And such an one tells us — 

“Don’t call it drawmah,”—but he omits to tell us what to call 
it—whether draymah or drormer. As if any intelligent theatre- 
goer would be expected to know to-day when to call it drama! 

“Don’t read the newspaper during the show.” ‘Show,’ mind 
you! But, really, what could be more quietly inoffensive, we 
should like to know? If the show is not more interesting than the 
newspaper (Save the mark!) isn’t the rebuke of the latter a mild 
one—and subtle? 

“Don’t indulge in senseless and hysterical applause.” Did 
you ever? Truly, this actor is hard to please. Who is to malign 
the character of applause that is applause? 

“Don’t hiss the villain.”” And the stage is always talking about 
uplift, too! Where do morals come in? It is plain that audiences 
are not supposed to have them. 

“Don’t volunteer information to your neighbor.” 
This is clear and axiomatic. The proper thing for one to 
do is to keep as quiet as possible and let his neighbor 
worm the information out of him, if indeed he can. 

“Don’t stand in the lobby and stare at the women 
coming out.” In other words, let elaborate toilettes go 
for nothing, be wasted on the desert air, and themselves 
depart for nunneries. And chivalry not dead yet! 

“Don’t hum the tunes.”’ Of all things unaccounted 
for! How are we to know that some charming and per- 
suasive singer will not call on us to sing them, and then 
catch all in the audience unprepared? 

Try again, friend; we must have a better set of don’ts 
than this for a practical working basis. You surely cannot 
want to have us sit up and just take notice!—de Jaye. 


Her View 
The professor—Our primitive ancestors had the dino- 
saur, a slimy animal too feet long and 4o feet high, as a 
household pet. 
Mrs. Wayupp—As a household pet! Goodness! I’d 
almost rather have a baby. 


Flattered 


Ethel—Mama seems to like Jack—I wonder why? 
Fanny—He mistook her for you one night! 


SOUND ADVICE 

ELEN awoke witha start. She dreamed her Henri was making 
love to Nora. “How absurd!” she mused. “Henri and Nora! 
Dreams make quaint combinations. Henri, her Henri, the latest 
sensation at the Metropolitan, and Nora, her maid!” She smiled to 
herself as she turned around to sleep, but suddenly sat up. She 
heard Nora’s vo ce in the adjoining room and strained to listen. “I 

dare you to, sweetheart.” Helen’s blood froze! 

Henri—her Henri—was there!—Singing—softly, tenderly, just 
as he sang last night when she permitted the first kiss! 

She wanted to scream—tear—strike! Tongue and limbs were 
paralyzed. Abruptly, the singing stopped. What agonizing silence! 
Then Nora’s voice again. “Jim, dear, our mistress will be so happy 
to hear Monsieur Henri’s first record!”’ —Lou Rab. 


The Blushing Brides 

“Why are brides generally expected to be blushing as they 
walk down the aisle?” 

“TI suppose,” replied Suffron Long, glancing cautiously about 
and lowering his voice, ‘‘that a good many of them bltishto think 
how they are going to subdue the lords of creation after they’ve 
safely got them.”’ 
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IN THE VERNACULAR 


First chauffear—And what did the judge do to Jake? 
Second chauffeur—Put him under bonds to keep the low gear for six months. 








THE UNIVERSITY OF PENNSYLVANIA 


Kathlyn—You ‘ve been to the Museum, of course ? Soph—Oh, yes; they play soccer on the field in front of it. 














THE APPLE OF HIS EYE GROWS LESS 


Uneasy Payments 
H! well may the birdies gayly sing 
As they build their nests with glee; 
Oh! well may they flutter on careless wing 
From blossoming tree to tree; 
Oh! well may they joyously greet the dawn 
And happily may they cheep 
When raindrops sparkle upon the lawn 
Or when twilight shadows creep. 
With cause may they warble with pure delight, 
Their thankfulness to attest, 
Ere they smuggle down for the peaceful night 
In their snug brown homes for rest. 
Full glad may they be in those homes of brown, 
Full ready their lot to praise— 
They don’t have to furnish ’em “‘so little down”’ 
And so much all the rest of their days! 


Lee Shi p pe V. 


Sure To 
If trouble were a needle in a haystack 
some people would find it easily enough. 


Safe So Far 
V isitor—How are things here in town? 
Uncle Eben—Fine. We have had an am- 
munition factory in operation for two 
months here and we’ve had three months of 
leap year and there ain’t been any catas- 
trophes from either yet. 


Pedestrian Osculation 
“Yes, sir! I suppose I’ve kissed a girl 
on every hundred square feet of this beach.”’ 
““Must have been some trouble to keep 
moving her about.” 


By Degrees 
““My dear, isn’t that dress a trifle ex- 
treme?”’ 
She—Extreme! Why I put this on in 
order that you may become accustomed to 
the one I am having made. 


Sonnet to a High Wind 
S IF in answer to milady’s prayer, 
Whose frock is all the latest mode decrees 
And in her quiet moments hides her knees, 
You come, and bring extremes she did not dare. 
It matters not what time you come, or where, 
Some thankful soul is always near, to seize 
Your proffered glimpse of half hid mysteries 
And either turn away or raptly stare. 
A boon to her that gives and him that gets: 
A God-sent mediator from on high; 
You stay the stinging arrows of regrets: 
’T was none of theirs that you should intervene 
Or that you failed to blind his watchful eye 
To grace and beauty long since guessed, un- 
seen. —Corwin H. Giddings. 
To-morrow 
“How is your wife getting on with the 
housecleaning?” 
“The crisis is reached to-morrow when 
she gets the range of my den.” 





eSwimmin’ » 
sy Les) 
wv Oe 


Che old 


Hole 

















| } (7 oan 
LARA , f/ i] 
TS 
} ae iio } oy / 


/ Oe = 
Ad t4 A wa ; 7 f 
Mg z lif Z, Vy 
mgm 











A NEW VERSION: WHEN JEALOUSY GOES OUT OF THE DOOR BOREDOM COMES IN AT THE WINDOW 


TLAS PECK, who deposited some 

money in the Bank of Tickville some 

time ago, went Saturday and drew it out, 
as the cashier has bought an automobile. 


# 
Frisby Hancock is spending the week in 
the Calf Ribs neighborhood. He was 


intending to stay just a day or two, but 
when he got up to leave they asked him to 
keep his seat. 


# 
The store at Bounding Billows was 
destroyed by fire Tuesday night. The fire 


originated from a bad flue as business has 
been dull for some time. 
2 

Sidney Hocks says the next hardest thing 
to do besides trying to find out who is your 
friend, is to locate a frog in a weed patch. 

* 

Tobe Moseley, while seated at the post 
office the other day, told such a realistic bear 
story, Columbus Allsop went straight home 
and went to bed. 


When a stout robust person has something 
the matter with him, according to the Horse 
Doctor, he complains about twice as much 
as a weak one. But he ought to. He is more 
able to do so. 


LAZYTOWN LOCAL NEWS 


By GEORGE BINGHAM 


Jefferson Potlocks has dreamed several 
nights hand-running that he was about to 
drown, and as a precaution he is now sleep- 
ing with two pillows under his head. 

# 

\ calf is missing from the Rye Straw 
community. The owner was here looking 
for it yesterday. Nobody, however, in this 
community, has stole a calf for several days. 

& 

Washington Hocks spent Thursday at the 
Hog Ford moonshine still, getting signers to 
a temperance petition. 

5 

We stop the press to announce that Atlas 
Peck, who began taking a census of the stars 
last week, has been bothered a good deal 
this week by clouds. 

% 

Cricket Hicks was a pleasant caller to see 
the Calf Ribs Widow Sunday. Cricket goes 
there so much the dawgs have lost interest 
and quit barking at him. 

4 

The depot at Tickville has been moved up 
the track several lrundred yards so that the 
train will arrive sooner. 


Slim Pickens took dinner at the Farmer’s 
Home restaurant .while in Tickville last 
Saturday. While the waiter had his back 
turned Slim put several toothpicks in his 
pocket, and will use them this spring when 
he wants to put on style. 

4 

Spring arrived on the 21st. It was accom- 

panied in by the Excelsior Fiddling Band. 
* 

The Mail Carrier says winter is not over 

yet, as his foot still gets cold on the north 


side. 


A Different Day 
i ow DAYS when ladies’ skirts were long 
And trains swept out behind them, 
Seem far away this startling day— 
Scarce history can find them. 
Gowns have slipped down from swanlike necks, 
And skirts crept up to meet them 
How bold soe’er may be one’s stares, 


There’s no attempt to cheat them!—L. A. II 


Big Brother’s Definition 
“ Johnny,” said the Sunday school teacher 
one morning recently, “what is the meaning 
of the word ‘Selah’?”’ 
“T asked my big brother,” replied Johnny, 
“and he says it means ‘do you get muh?” 
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E CRITIC and I were 
walking leisurely up 
the Avenue. It was 
one of those days 
when one really begins 
to believe that Winter 
has at last taken his 
departure, and that 
Spring and Summer 
are upon us. Our conversation turned 
from a discussion of the fashion-show to 





things theatrical. 
“The season just past,” said the Critic, 


“has been a record-breaker as far as 
success, as it is measured by the _ box- 
office, is concerned. Never before have 


so many good shows been seen on Broad- 
way.” 

“There’s another thing about the present 
season that I like,” I replied. ‘‘ That is the 
return to comedy. I think it is a distinct 
sign of health to see the public begin to 
turn from plays of the ‘Common Clay’ 
and ‘Eternal Magdalene’ type to genuine 
comedy.” 

“You are right,’ returned the Critic. 
“The grand orgy of morbidity and sex 
through which New York has just passed 
is at an end, I hope; and the day of the 
comedy has dawned.”’ 

“Speaking of comedy, I the 
other night at which I enjoyed myself as 
much as at any I have seen this season,”’ 
said I. “I mean ‘The Great Pursuit.’ 
Of course, there is not much to it as a play; 
but that splendid cast made it a triumph. 
I confess I lost my heart completely to 
Jeanne Eagels. And Charles Cherry was 
superb, And then there was the only 
Marie Tempest!” 

“*The Great Pursuit’ was a 
duction,” said the Critic. “It 
fitting late play as a climax to a wonderful 
Another one that 


saw one 


fine 
made a 


pro 


season. does not come 
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By CYRIL ANDREW 


under the head of comedy, but is distinctly 
worthy of mention, is Galsworthy’s ‘ Justice.’ 
That is a really splendid thing!” 

“I must confess that I agree with the 
Débutante as to ‘Justice,’” said I. “She 
told me that she didn’t like plays that 
pointed a moral.” 

“Where is she these days?” 
Critic. ‘I haven’t seen her at recent per- 
formances, and she is usually among the 
faithful.” 

““She’s gone to some cooler clime,” I 
““She wrote me that the last thing 
‘Rio Grande,’ 
thrilled to 


asked the 


said. 
she saw before leaving was 
and added that she had been 
death.” 

“Rio Grande’ is a good wartime play, 
and a fairly good picture of army-life along 
the border,” said the Critic. ‘By the way, 
have you seen Grace George in ‘Captain 
Brassbound’s Conversion ’?” 

“Ves,” I replied. ‘And I liked it im- 
mensely. I think Miss George has done us 


a great service by her work and that of her 
company in The Playhouse. 
thought 


Although, to 


tell you the truth, I ‘Captain 
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Brassbound’s Conversion’ a little weak. It 
was not nearly up to the standard of ‘ Major 
Barbara.’”’ 

“Perhaps not,”’ replied the Critic, “but 
the acting was entirely up to the high 
standard of excellence to which we have 
become accustomed at The Playhouse. I 
sincerely hope that we have more of her 
next year.” 

“IT suppose we won’t have much more 
except the inevitable crop of Summer shows 
from now on,” I sighed. ‘“‘The covey has 
been heralded by ‘See America First,’ 
and there are many more due, I under- 
stand.” 

***See America First,’”’ said the Critic, 
“committed the fatal fault of being -ama- 
teurish, which is a capital crime on Broad- 
way. It contained some excellent lyrics 
and the music was fair; but one never got 
away from the somewhat underdone flavor 
of the piece. Personally, I hope that the 
authors continue, for there are possibilities 
in them.”’ 

We had reached Forty-second Street, and 
the Critic turned to his right. 

‘““Where are you bound?” I asked. 

‘‘New Hampshire,” replied the Critic. 
‘I’m going up there for a month. What 
are you going to do?” 

“Stay here and swelter, I suppose, until 
relief in the shape of a vacatien arrives,” 
I said. “If I happen along your way, I'll 
look you up.” 

“Do,” replied the Critic. ‘If you see the 
Tired Business Man or the Suburbanite, 
tell them that I shall expect tosee them 
when the new season opens. Their points 
of view have been invaluable to me.” 

“T’ll do that,” I replied. ‘‘Well—good- 
bye!” 

‘“*Good-bye!”’ the 
for the Grand Central. 
you next Fall.” 


starting 
See 


Critic, 
** Good-bye! 


said 























Experience 


The small boy (to his father—just returned 
from the trenches)—I say, you'll cop it 
when muvver sees your boots! 

—Sketch (London). 
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The Optimists and the Flooded Seine 


Nous ne manquerons toujours pas d'eau 


Le vin aussi monte beaucoup. 


“Well, we shall not lack water.” 
‘And wine is going up, too.” 


Le Rire (Paris). 


“All right, m’girl, just wait till I catch 
vou busy. I’ll pour the hot tea on your head, 
I will.” The Passing Show (London) 








In the Summertime 

Um Gottes willen, ein Schwein auf meinem Zim 
me?r 
_“*Haben S' ka’ Ungst, Fraul'n, dés is die Mutter 
die sucht nur die Fertkel, die unter Ihrem Bett-sitzen"’ 

“For goodness’ sake! A hog in my room!” 

“Don’t be afraid, Miss, it’s only a sow 
looking for her little pigs under your bed.”— 
Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 





Cyril (eating his bread-and-jam—with not 
too much jam)-This is preposterous—this 
war economy.—Punch (London) 











A Matter of Moment 
“What was that, Bill?” 
‘Trench mortar.” 
“Ours or theirs?” 
Bystander (London 





Involuntary 


** Das ist schrecklic h! Alle meine Briefe komm« 
cee zuriick.’ - 

“Da bist D’ nur selber schuld d’rau, Bauer. Warum 
cchouthat D’ den Absender immer d'rauf?” 

“This is awful, all my letters come back 
marked ‘ can’t locate.’”’ 

“Well, it’s your own fault. Why do you 
put your address on them?”—Fliegé nde 
Blactter (Munich). 
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CELLULOID SONNETS 
ANITA STEWART 
~<a 
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CAMPBELL STUDIOS, N. Y. 


| am American from toe to crown, 
And titled monickers are naught to me; 
No Astor-ish desire have I to be 
A mushroom marquis—at a million down. 
| glean from Mr. Burke, who won renown 
By writing reams of noble pedigree, 
That oftentimes an ancient family tree 
Siarts with a king and ends up with a clown. 


| hanker not for noble rank; and yet 
I often wish that fortune’s wheel might whirl 
And make me once a humble baronet; 
Not for the title’s sake, but—get me, girl, 
Im burning up with envy and regret 
Because, forsooth, I cannot be one Earl! 
W. Kee Maxwell 


From a Sinner’s Diary 
HAT of it? Your relatives ‘ll all turn 
out and squall just as rendingly, 
even if they let you die in the poorhouse. 
And if they find a dollar in your sock after 
the celebration they’ll squabble over it just 
is filially. 

They wear nicer things now every day 
ian they used to be laid out in. 

You can stand calamity fairly well when 
your heart isn’t snarled up in it. 

Frost picked most of my strawberries be 
ore they were due. That’s what makes 
ming charming. You're always sure of 
everything but the harvest. 

Being tuned to one pitch and played in 
mother is exceeding warpy. 

lt always falls on me to call my pa to 
dinner. All of us can make him hear, but 
'm the only one who can make him mad 
enough to answer. 

Harvest comes. 
much work is done. 

[know a man with not much heart and a 
very small gizzard. 

After you’ve lost your arm it matters little 
whether the fingers were injured. 


It does not wait till so 


Husbands are pretty costly pets. 

I'm experimenting, 
hore to have what I want than what I don’t 
Want. “ Lynette Freemire. 


seeing if it costs any 


=. Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using Abbott's 
Abbe Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W 
wrk Co., Baltimore, Md (Adv.) 















rercee 1 ue 


odncsS 


J 
mt Homes § Dudwelser 
Covers 70 City Biocnhs 


SSO ME cosce gore 


eeeaer 














Se 
e . ° e676 ss 
= « a 
& + 
o * e 3s 
@ & 
PD ny 2 a 
~ 4 & ° 
: : BD 
_ a. elere 3 
fee ( 
DTOCce ana % e 
aot ite me Na 
swale e)Meeiele bale 
, 
a8 : * e 
Cl as 
. a & — ® 
® * DOOU) 
-taleame 


af 
> ite S 


CBottled at the Brewery 








Once a Flanders Guest, Always One 300 Rooms. Every Room with Bath 


HOTEL FLANDERS A $1.50 per Day Upward 


surrounded by leading shops, department stores and thea- 


nis hotel is situated in the most ideal section of the city, 


47th Street, Just off Broadway 


Exceptional orchestra. A booklet gladly sent 


NEW YORK eotieetion. 
HORACE R. SHARES, Prop. 


A Fireproof Hotel, with Every Modern Improvement 
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Vanity Fair’s Special Offer: 


A Six Months’ Pleasure-P. 
in New York for $1 


You think nothing, in your poor deluded way, 

of spending $2 for a single theatre ticket, or 

~\ for three faded gardenias, when for only $1 
% \ you can secure six issues of Vanity Fair. 
be. ‘\. If you want to blossom outinto a sophis- 
4%, ~  ticated New Yorker; if you want to 
%, x 


You'll find your round-trip ticket 
in the opposite corner‘of this page 


bp? you like parties? If you 

do, then you should not lose 
a moment's time in accepting 
this invitation to a six months’ 
party in the heart of New York. 
Don't miss it! Music! Singing! 
Theatricals! Dancing! Evening 
Dress! You simply MUST come 
to this party for sophisticated 
people, as the guest of 


VANITY FAIR 


You positively won’t know your- 
self when you get back home 
after that six months’ party in 
what is now the gayest capital 
of the world. And, which is 
much more to the point, your 
friends won’t know you either. 


Your own blood relatives won’t know 
you. They'll probably think you're 
some visiting European crowned head 
in disguise. Such aplomb! Such ease of 
manner, such habiliments de luxe, such 
wide learning, such brilliant wit, such 
many sided culture, and oh! such 
exquisite savoir faire. 


So just hop on to Vanity Fair’s 
special, all- Pullman, all-anthra- 
cite, all-vestibuled buffet and 
drawing-room express, and come 
for a six months’ party in the 
heart of New York—without leav- 
ing your own home, and with- 
out spending a cent more than $1. 
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(has. Rohl, J. Amron, Proprietors 
Joha F. Downey, Manager 





Broadway, 36th to 37th Sts. 


THE MARLBOROUGH 


HERALD SQUARE 
New York City 


The hotel nearest to everything 


Subways, Elevateds, Railroads, Theatres and Stores. Thousands 
of dollars spent in improvements and alterations. The Borough 
in the heart of all New York Eoroughs, is The Marlborough. 


Rooms—$1.00 a day and up 


With Bath, $1.50 a day and up 


Elegantly furnished suites 


Restaurant fifty per cent. lower in prices than its competitors. 


Dancing and Cabaret with Parisian Band 
every evening in the Rathskeller 


An ideal location for delegates attending conventions, for which especially 
attractive rates will be made. 


Write for booklet. 















THE MODERN WOMA 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


Again It Is the Unexpected That Happens 
E stood a silent and bored wallflower jy 
spite of the fact that his hostess had 
introduced him to the most attractive girs 
Finally in despair she asked him: 

“Don’t you think the girls of our city 
pretty?” . 

“Pretty enough,” he answered, “by 
don’t they ever talk about anything els 
except clothes and dancing?” 

“Why!” answered his amazed hostes. 
“what do the young ladies talk about » 
dances in Oregon?” 

And he promptly answered, “Water. 
power.” 

A young woman came into the Suffrage 
headquarters of her native town in the Eas 











AT THE CROSS-ROADS 


not long ago and offered to testify at any 
time, to any one, that woman suffrage in the 
state of Washington, where she had gone as 
a bride to live, had turned her from an ant) 
into an enthusiastic suffragist. 

“Then women do, after all,’”’ asked the 
woman in charge, “show men what can be 
done with the vote?” 

“O, you need not believe that women don’t 
make mistakes enough,” she answered, “It’s 
the social result and not the political that 
converted me. Why, the most ordinaty 
women, as soon as they won the vote, made 
themselves familiar with political questions, 
and the men like it and talk polities with 
pleasure to women they would not otherwise 
notice.” 

“Reforms,” said Herbert Spencer, the one 
philosopher who could always explain Ju 
why everything that happened happened, 
“never bring the one result which their 
advocates expect but bring instead maby 
things of which they never dreamed. _ 

“Give woman the vote and she will purify 
politics,” said Susan B. Anthony. “If she 
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gets it she may,” declared the average man, 
“but a woman talking politics is too horrid 
to think of. Of one thing you may be sure, 
men won’t like her as well with the vote as 
they do without — 

And again it is the unexpected that hap- 
pens and the woman in politics has not swept 
them clean—but the men like her better 
even at adance. The result prophesied was 
political, the result achieved, social. 


With the College Wits 


Oh! But—Father (caressing his right 
shoe)—You will get over it! It was only 
Puppy Love! 

She (sobbing) —B-B-But he was such a 
nice puppy!—Punch Bowl. 


’66—What a lovely ring! Is it silver? 

’*6—No; platinum. 

’66—You don’t tell me! I thought it 
was real. What good imitations they do 
make nowadays!—Harvard Lampoon. 





Musical Comedy, Light Opera, Grand 
Opera.—Pelican. 


Way Ahead—First father—I hear your 
son is pursuing his studies in the University. 

Second father—Yes, but I think he’s los- 
ing ground.—Siren. 


Judging from the Specimen—J/im 
A dancer reminds me of a tug boat. 

Jam—How so? 

Jim—Lives by her tows.—Tiger. 


Rather Irritating—‘‘ Why do vou gnash 
your teeth?” 

“T missed a book and, when I asked for 
a second-hand one at Whitlock’s, they 
handed me out my old one.””—Record. 


Lots of It—‘ Charlotte.” 

“Ves, Bert.” 

“T was just thinking that when you girls 
trim off the ends of all these sandwiches 
you must have lots of crust.”—Minnehaha. 


Fair and Colder—He (with feeling)— 
Dearest, I must tell you of the cloud that 
hangs over my past life. 

She (without feeling)—Oh, don’t let’s 
talk about the weather.—W idow. 


No More Expected—S porting editor— 
Bink, the new heavyweight champion, has a 
vocabulary of only 87 words. Get a story 
and list of words. 

Reporter—Not a chance. We could use 
only 17 of them.—Gargoyle. 


Overlooked—A gentleman walked into 
a store and said: “‘I wish to make a pur 
chase, but am one cent short of the right 
amount. Do you think that could be 
overlooked?” 

“Why surely; what was it you wished?” 

“The five o’clock extra.’’—Record. 
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Cigarettes—s Cents 
Plain or Cork Tip 


The subtle richness and delicate aroma 
of their “bright” Virginia tobacco are 
not to be found in any other cigarette. 
Also in attractive tins, 50 for 40 cents: 
100 for 75 cents. Sent prepaid if 
your dealer cannot supply you. 


: RICHMOND, : 
Mien inkers LUGCETTAMYENS TOuAGED CD ececrenon 





- + + « wt was Toby’s delight to clamber up behind his 
master and to eagerly sni{f the clouds of Virginia tobacco.” 


| The kindly appeal of «good old Richmond 
Straight Cuts” has always made them be- 
loved. Made for the First Families of 
Virginia, they were the first high-grade 
cigarettes produced in the United States. 


_ RICHMOND STRAIGHT CUT 
ae et nn etl OS 
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‘ bicycle and know you have the best. Buy a ma- 

chine vou can prove before accepting. 

5 DELIVERED FREE on approval and 30 

m days’ ral. NO EXPENSE to youif, after trial 
you do not wish to keep it. 

LOW FACTORY COST, great improve- 
ments and values never before equalled. 

WRITE TODAY for our big catalog showing our 
complete line of 1916 bicycles, Tires, sundries and 
yarts, and leara our wonderful new offers and terms. 
DO NOT BUY a bicycle, tires or sundries, until you write 
and learn what we will do for you. A postal card brings 
everything—write it now 


Mead Cycle Co., Dept. R-146, Chicago 















9C PRESS 
ROMEIKE’S cvrtixe 
BUREAU 
will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up to 
date.” Every newspaper and periodical of 
importance in the United States and Europe 
is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 
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Light up a Wellington and 
you'll have a clean, cool, 
sweet smoke from the scratch 
+ of the match to the last grain 
of tobacco. And the last 
grain will burn because it 
will be dry. The “well” in 
the bowl guarantees that. 


All Good Dealers’ 
35c, 50c and up 


In Canada 50c and up 


Look for the triangle WDC 
on pipes of every style. It 
means greatest pipe value. 


WILLIAM DEMUTH & CO. 
New York 
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The Secret 
of its” 
* popularity 


















WHITE 


VALLEY GEMS like Diamonds 


} Are being worn by the wealthiest people 

everywhere.Stand acid and fire diamond 
test. So hard they scratch a file and cut 
glass. Brilliancy guaranteed twenty-five 
ears. Will send you these wonderful gems in 
any style, 14K, solid gold, regular diamond mountings 
—by express—charges prepaid, 80 you can see and wear them 
before you buy them. Writefor big illustrated catalog and Free Trial Offer 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO. 819 Walsin Bidg,, Indianapolis, Indiana 
WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring you 
wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and ‘How to Get Your 
Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., Patent Attorneys 













Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 
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Stories with Smiles 
And the Tip Came Back — The 


Woman Who Saw had just asked the waiter 
for her check when suddenly she remem- 
bered that she had failed to get a draft 
cashed that morning and probably hadn’t 
enough change in her purse to pay her way 
out (restaurants are pay-as-you-exit affairs, 
you know). 

The check the waiter placed beside her 
called for forty cents, and there were six 
dimes in her purse. She was safe. Sliding 
one of the coins under the plate she made her 
way to the cashier’s desk and paid. She was 
all but on the street when a voice at her 
elbow called her back, Turning, she beheld 
the waiter who had served her. 

“Pardon, madam,” he was saying, “but 
this is yours, I believe.’ In his extended 
hand between thumb and forefinger was 
a dime. 

The Woman Who Saw felt the hot blood 
rush toher face. ‘But I don’t understand,” 
she said. ‘Take it,” he said coldly, and 
dropped it into her glove. One good look 
was enough. It was lead. 

Murmuring her apologies she opened her 
purse and handed the other dime to the 
man beside her. 

As he glanced at it hurriedly a puzzled 
look came into her eyes. His features were 
on the verge of hardening, but then, as if 
deprecating that decision, he softened them 
with a broad smile. 

Again the voice and the outstretched 
hand. ‘Pardon,’ it was saying, “but 
madam can probably dispose of this easier 
than I. I go to church so seldom.” 

It was a Canadian dime.—NVew 
Evening Sun. 


York 


No Steady Job for Him—A southern 
man tells of a darkey named Theophilus 
Baxter, known as “the champion banjo 
player of Alabama.” 

Wishing to afford a northern friend an 
example of real darkey music, a Mobile 
woman went to Baxter’s house with a view 
to enlisting his services at a musical func- 
tion. She found his wife instead. 

“Very sorry, missy,’’ said Baxter’s spouse, 
“but Theophilus he ain’t playin’ de banjo 
any more. He just puts in all his time 
fishin’ now.” 

“What led him to give up his playing?” 
asked the disappointed caller. “‘Has he 
got religion?” 

“No, missy, he ain’t got religion, but he’s 
done got skeered.” 

“Scared? Of what?” 

“Of dat minstrel show, honey. 
learns dat my ole man kin play, an’ he offers 
him a stiddy job doin’ it. Yassum, an’ it 
skeered Theophilus so bad dat he quit 
banjo playin’ right away.”—Philadelphia 
Ledger. 


De boss 


Matchless—Dick—Grace is certainly 
one matchless girl. 
Harry—Well, the absence of suitors long 


ago convinced her father of the same thing. 


—Brooklyn Eagle. 


Both Lacking—“ The old-fashioned boy 
used to respect every word his father said.” 

“Yes,” replied the rather cynical youth; 
“but you must remember that the old- 
fashioned boy had one of those old-fashioned 
fathers.’’—Iashington Star. 
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ICTURES that make you 

see what the dailies try to 

describe show Leslie’s read- 
ers the news almost as quickly 
as the press associations can 
flash it in. 


Picture reporters in every part 
of the world and expert writers 
on finance, travel, trade, motors, 
sports and current events in 
charge of its departments at 
home have made Leslie’s Amer- 


ica’s greatest illustrated weekly 
newspaper. 


Its striking pictures, its inform- 
ative departments and its wise 
and conservative editorial policy 
make Leslie’s welcome in more 
than 410,000 good homes—the 
largest circulation of any $5- 
a-year weekly. 


Leslie’s belongs on your reading 
table. Five dollars with the 
coupon below brings it for a 
vear. 


Leslie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
225 Fifth Avenue New York 


J. 4-29-16 
Leslie’s, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Send me Leslie’s for one year, for which I enclose > v6. 
DIGI «66.06: 40656660 660.060 cc ccetescncsceecscsoosonte 
BADGES cc ccccccccccesocevecesoceccsesocesccocessee 



























Bassing the Mustard 


One Advantage—‘‘So you bought one 
of those automobiles they tell so many 
funny stories about?’ ; 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Chuggins. 

“And it is saving me a lot of trouble and 
wear and tear. When your friends tell you 
jokes about your car they don’t expect you 
to ask them to ride around in it.”—Buffalo 
Courier. 


Politics—Political Boss—I can land you 
a job payin’ three thousand a year—two 
to you and one to me. 

Worker—And do I have an assistant 
who does all the work? 

Boss—Sure; and we split half of his 
salary between us.—Buffalo Courier. 


Wanted a Reduction—Scot (at the 
baths) —What’s the price of a bath? 
Attendant—One shilling. 
Scot—Heeh, man, that’s a lot. Can ye 
no’ say sixpence and put in less water? 
—Tit-Bits. 


Probably Waiting to Show Off— 
“You’re a swindler,” exclaimed Mrs. Gobb, 
as she entered the bird store. ‘‘ You’re 
worse than a highway robber. You ought 
to be ashamed of yourself to cheat a poor, 
innocent woman the way you did. That 
parrot I bought of you last week is a fraud. 
You said it was a fluent talker and you 
charged me a big price for him, too, and 
that bird hasn’t said a single word since 
I got him. Not one word. Do you hear 
me? Not—one—single—word!” 

“Perhaps,”’ suggested the bird fancier, 
mildly, “you didn’t give him a chance.”- 
New York Sun. 


Tut-tut—‘The word ‘reviver’ spells 
the same backward or forward.” It*was the 
frivolous man who spoke. ‘Can you think 
of another?” 

The serious man scowled up from his 
newspaper. ‘‘Tut-tut!’’ he cried contemp- 
tuously.— Toledo Blade 


Cutting and Fitting—‘Cutting and 
fitting go together in dressmaking, but not 
necessarily in speechmaking.”’ 

“What’s wrong at your club, my dear?”’ 

“We asked Mrs. Flubdub to make some 
fitting remarks and she made some cutting 
remarks.” —Kansas City Journal. 


His Mistake—“ How did you lose your 
last job?” 

“TI was fired for making a mistake.” 

“That seems unfair. We are all liable to 
make mistakes.” 

“Yes, but I told the boss that he couldn’t 
get along without me.” 


Shrewd Retort—The late Sir Robert 
Ball, the famous astronomer, a keen humor- 
ist, was never loath to recount a joke at his 
own expense. He was dining with some 
Mmends at Stratford, and on the bill being 
presented he said to the landlady: 

_ “Madam, I am going to give you a lesson 
M astronomy. In 25,000,000 years all 
tr must return to their original condi- 
tor. We shall all be here again eating a 
er precisely identical. Will you give 
Us credit until we come back?” 
“Well,” replied the landlady, “you were 












CONSTIPATION IN 
CHILDREN 


O you realize how often the foundations of 
ill health are laid in early childhood—by 
the neglect of parents who fail to guard 
their children from the dangers of the constipa- 
tion habit? 


















Approved by 
Harvey W. Wilcy 
Director of 
Good House- 
keeping 
Bureau of 
Foods, San- 
itation and 
Health 














Children should not be given cathartics and strong 
purges. ‘They weaken the natural processes of 
evacuation and are dangerously habit-forming. 










A far safer and saner means of securing normal 
bowel movements is the use of Nujol, which is 
entirely free from these objections. 







Nujol is not a laxative, but acts in effect as a 
mechanical lubricant, preventing the contents of 
the intestines from becoming hard, and so pro- 
moting healthy and regular bowel activity. 











Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only in 
pint bottles packed in, cartons bearing the Nujol 
trademark. If your druggist does not carry 
Nujol, accept no substitute. We will send a 
pint bottle prepaid to any point in the United 
States on receiptof 75c—money orderorstamps. 









Write for booklet, “The Rational Treatment of Con- 
stipation.” Address Dept. 13. 






Ths” {so STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


(New Jersey) 






bia “ . Bayonne New Jersey 
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MAURICE SWITZER'S 


Letters of a Self-Made Failure 


With 14 brilliant pen-drawings by Frank Godwin 
The “LETTERS OF A SELF-MADE FAILURE ” ran serially for ten weeks 
ia Leslie’s, and were quoted by more than 200 publications. If you sit in “the 
driver’s seat” or merely plod along beside the wagon, whether you are a success 
Letters of a i or think yourself a failure, you will find this book full of hope, help and the 
right kind of inspiration. 





SkI -M ADE | If you beheve that it is more important to know why ten thousand fail 
. er ers | rather than why one man succeeds, read this book. The LETTERS are written 
° All l T RE in epigrammatic style with a touch of irresistible humor, and they impart a sys- 
; : x tem of quaint philosophy that will appeal to everyone, regardless of age, sex OF 
‘. =| station. 
| By Maurice Switz Price, $1.00 
- y Maurice Switzer | ™ 
» awl Leslie-Judge Co., 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 
he = 












































































and all who contemplate marriage 


Should Own 


this complete informative book 


By JOHN COWAN, M.D. 





SPECIAL OFFER 


only to any reader of 





Ihe regular price is (Agents wanted.) 


3.00. In order to 


introduce this work to Marry Law of Choice l.ove Analysed 
into as many neigh- Qualities One Should Avoid in Choosing An 
borhoods as possible atomy of Reproductio Amativeness Cont 
we will, for a limited nence. Children. Genius 

ume, send one copy Conception. Pregnancy. Confinement. TW! 








J.S. Ogilvie Publishing Co., 
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THE 
“TOP-NOTCH” 
SCOTCH 


‘Kin 
eorge lV 


WHISKY 


Non-refillable 
telaats) 


Sear ti 








Every Married Couple 


“The Science of a New Life” | 


Endorsed aud recommended by foremost 
medical and religious critics throughout 
the U. Unfolds the secrets of married 
happiness, so often revealed tuo late! No 
book like it to be had at the price. We can 
only give a few of the chapter subjects 
here as this book is not meant for children. 


Marriage and Its Advantages Age at Whic) 


this Magazine, poat. red Life is Secured 
pald, upon re- Deserio ive circular giving full and complete 
ceipt of $2.00 4 contents mailed FREI 


4 Rose Street 
w York City 





0 4. master- 
ome piece of watch 
manufacture—adjusted to 
the second, positions, tem- 
perature and isoc hronism. Encased 
at the factory into your choice of 
the exquisite new watch cases. 


19 Jewel 


oi, Burlington 


men and women. The great Burlington Watch sent on 
simple request. Pay at the rate of $2.50 a month. You get the 
watch at the same price even the who holesale jeweler must pay. 
Write Today for Free Watch Book ..229y022cnrs ns 


of all the newest designs in watches that you hi havo to choose 
Bame and oddress ona <1 enough. t this offer : while it lasts. 


W St & Marshal Bled 2474 , Chica 





Reduced Prices 


The famous Piedmont line Any of our 100 styles Pies 
ami designs sent on 15 days’ free trial. We pay ght P pard 
the freight 4 Pledmeont protects furs. woeolens Freight 








OA Month 





duet and damp. Distinctively beautiful 
worry saver Practically everlasting. Finest 
rthday, wedding or anniversary ¢ ft at mead saving Write today for our great 
new $6 page lustre ated catalog with reduced prices. It is free to you 
Picdimont Red Cedar Chest Co.. Dent. 56. Statesville. N. C. 


15 Days’ Free Trial 


Moth- 
Proof 
Cedar 
Chest 


15 Days’ 
Free 


Trial 









PERSONAL 


Messrs. GOODERHAM & WORTS (Limited), Toronto 
Canada, beg to announce that the whisky they are now send- 
ing to the United States is TEN YEARS OLD. 











here 25,000,000 years ago, and you left 
without paying the bill then. Settle that 
account and | will trust you for what you 
have had to-day.”—London Tit-Bits. 


Her Ideal Shattered 
shattered.” 

“What happened to it?” 

“She married it.” —Detreit Free Press. 


“Her ideal is 


Typical—‘Is he a typical American?” 

“Yes; he likes baseball, has a motor-car, 
owes a mortgage, pays alimony, and! thinks 
the moving pictures have grand opera 
beaten a mile.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


Confirmation—J/iggs—I slept like a log 
last night 
Mrs. J. —Yes, and I heard you sawing it. 


Buffalo Ex pre SS. 
Morning Delights 


How sweet to awaken in the morn, 
When sunbeams first begin to creep 
Across the lea, and then to turn 
Right back again and go to sleep 
Youngstown Telegram. 


How sweet to rouse at 1 A.M 
(And bid a long farewell to slumber; 
And fall across a chair to tell 
Some chump he’s calling the wrong number 


Houston Post 


How sweet to waken in the mort 
Without one bit of fear or doubt, 
(nd then to quickly realize 
rhe furnace-fire is all but out 
Is/ Du ar 


How sweet to waken in the morn 
For column men what greater bliss 
Than browsing through the news, to find 
\ “filler” that’s as long as this 


B rmingham tla lee-lHerald 


How sweet to waken with the sun, 
Roused by the postman’s early ring 
And find six bills, four ads, a dun 
(nd not another blessed thing 


UaAGe 
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FILM FUN 


Has A New Olfer 
For Movie Fans 


Three Beautiful Pennants, TWO 

FEET LONG, of fine felt, 
bearing true-tone PICTURES 
OF MOVIE STARS! 


There are two groups from which to choose: 


FRANCIS X 





Group3A Group 3B 


MARY FRANCIS X. 
PICKFORD BUSHMAN 
CHARLIE CLARA KIMBALL 

CHAPLIN YOUNG 

ITA J. WARREN 
STEWART KERRIGAN 


Three pennants, worth twenty-five cents each, 
will be given with one year's subscription to 
Film Fun, the magazine of tl 
the movies 


happy side ol 
Sparkling with the fun and laughter of the 
moving picture world, chock full of striking pic- 
tures and intimate anecdotes of the famous 

kun brings 


r own door 


players you see on the screen, Film 
the making of a movie right 
One year’s subscription, including 
three pennants, one dollar 








Anyone who follows the pic tures will apprec late 


the handsome pennants with their favorite’s 
photos. Anyone who is interested in the “happy 
side of the movies” will like Film Fur Anyone 
who knows a good thing when he sees it, will 
tear off this coupon today and send it in to 


FILM FUN 


225 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 


—— * 
——_—— 
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"FILM FUN ‘ 


225 FIFTH Ave., New York City 
Enclosed is $1.00. Please send me Film Fu 
pennants in Group $A (3B Ind t 
advertised 


year and the 


r choice) 38 
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But if you like her looks, leap now 
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- This charm- This pic- 
ing picture, lure, 9x12, © 
in full colors mounted on : 

s as it ap- a heavy © 

peared on double mat, 

: the cover of ready for 

t Judge, but the frame, ~ 

: ehtheat is’ just the 

© printing, will touch you 

} be sent post- need te 

| paid for brighten 

© twenty - fe your walls. 

- cents. 

LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP! f = 
¢ . 
— —— ? 

Enoch Bolles has scored another hit with his pretty little bathing girl, and we are now ready to rod os 
fill your orders for the prints. f April 29-16 
$ Judge Art e 
This picture will make your room a cheerier place to live ¢ Print Dept. 2 
in! Tear off the coupon and mail it in today. Ys = <> ; 
gg Send me “Look Be- © 
~ fore You Leap” for 7 
u e g which I enclose $ .25. 7 
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ONSCIOUS EVOLUTION develops sustaining will 

power, courage power, concentrating power, thinking 

power, confidence power, dominant power, reasoning 
power, driving rower, health power and personal power. 
It increases the digestive power, brain power, heart power, 
lung power, the powers of living, functioning, being and 
SUCCESS. 

The Swoboda System makes human beings more alive, 
more efficient and more capable of responding successfully 
to their needs and desires. It contains the secret of success, 
energy and health. 

Become master of your mind, nervous system, 
brain and digestive system. 

Conscious Evolution makes men and women masters 
of thems=lves and others. It can help you to succeed, as it 
has surely helped others. 

Self-evolution eradicates poverty and disease ; makes 
the weak stronger; the sick well and the strong stronger ; 
the keen keener and the successful more successful. 

Have you ever stopped to realize that hard work is rela- 
tive? What is hard work for one is play for another. En- 
ergy makes hard work easy. Conscious Evolution creates 
energy. Fatigve is proof that you need energy. Conscious 
Evolution reduces the friction, troubles and burdens of life 
to a minimum, and increases the pleasures and successes to 
the maximum. 


WHAT OTHERS HAVE TO SAY 


“Can't describe the eatisfaction I feel.” MY NEW COPYRIGHTED BOOK IS FREE. It explains the SWOBODA 
“Worth more than a thousand dollars to me in increased mental and physical SYSTEM OF CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION and the human body as it has never 
—s been explained before. It will startle, educate, and enlighten you. 
“I have been qoaiees by your system to do work of a mental character pre- 4 
bl , ‘ : ‘ 
= — - we em seein iii —" ined 17 4 My book explains my new theory of the mind and body. It tells, in a highly 
Sse ae! ~ oak ~ aioe wo on a , m7 ste ae o = manga e interesting and simple manner, just what, no doubt, you, as an intelligent being, 
“The very first lessons an to work magic. nm my gratitude I am telling my . Wii " — . . 
croaking and complaining friends, ‘Try Swoboda.’ have always wanted to know about yourself. 
“Words cannot explain the new life it imparts to both body and brain.”’ You will cherish this book for having given you the first real underdandias 
aut oduced my weight -9 pounds, increased my chest expansion 5 inches, of your body and mind. It shows how you may be able to obtain a suferior life, 


reduced my waist 6 inches."* 


“I cannot recommend your system too highly, and without flattery believe 
that its propagation has been of greut benefit to the health of the country. 


**My reserve force makes me feel that nothing is impossible, my capacity both 
pea and mentally is increasing daily.’ 


“I have heard your system hichly recommended for years, but I did not realize 


the effectiveness of it until I tried it. Iam glad indeed that I am now taking it."’ conscious evolu!ion of your ce'ls; it exp ains my discoveries and % 
doing for men and women. Thousands have adranced themselves in every way 


“Your system developed me most wonderfully.”’ 
through a better 


“I think your system is wonderful. I thought I was in the best of physical d 
health before I wrote for your cours*, but I can now note the greatest improve- discovered and’ which I disclose in my book. It also explains the dangers an 
ment even in this short time. I cannot recommend your system too highly. Do after-effects of exercise and of excessively deep breathing. 


not hesitate to refer to me. 


“I note from your system a marked strengthening cf my will power and Write today for my FREE BOOK and full particulars before it slips your 


concentration. I feel the interest of life much more keenly.’ 
“The cigirette habit has been completely mastered. Your system has removed 
the craving entirely.’ 
“Cc onsclous Evolution did more for me than all cf the tobacco cures in the 
country."’ 


mind, 


You owe it to 





ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 1936 Aeolian Building, New York City, N. Y. 


Personal Power Means 
Success, Health and 


it explains how you may make use of natural iaws io your own advantage. 
My book will gixe you a better understanding of yourself than you could obtain 


from a college course. The information which it imparts cannot be obtained 
elsewhere at any price. It shows the un! miied possibilities for you through 


System of conscious evolution for men and women. 
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Pupils are men and 
women, rangi 
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92 
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A WONDERFUL BOOK 


what they are 


realization and conscious use of the principles which I have 


yourself at least to learn the full facts concerning the Swoboda 





Anyone pretending to be my representative is a fraud. 


Beware of impostors. 
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